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Born so unequal to him, I should suffer
His poor affront.

Mis. Bon. This was a day of peace.
The day wherein the holy priest hath tied
Our hearts together; Hymen's tapers yet
Are burning, and it cannot be a sin
Less than a sacrilege, to extinguish them
With blood, and in contempt of Heaven's proceeding.
Thus to conspire our separation.
No Christian would profane the marriage day:
And when all other wish us joys, could you
Intrude yourself to poison all our mirth,
Blast, in the very budding, all our happiness
Our hopes had laid up for us ?
Bona. I was a stranger.

Afts. Bon. That makes you more uncivil; we were merry,
Which could not offend you.

Bona. I had no thought
To violate your mirth,

Mis. Bon* What came you for ?
With whom had you acquaintance ? or what favour
Gave you access, at so unfit a time,
To interrupt our calm and free delights ?
You cannot plead any abuse, where you
Were never known, that should incite you to
Revenge it there: I take it you were never
His rival.

Bona. 'Tis confessed.
Mis. Bon. What malice then
Prevailed above your reason to pursue us
Witih this injustice ?

Buna. Lady, give me leave.
I were a villain to be guilty of
The baseness you accuse me : your servant
Shall quit me from intrusion, and my soul
Is nay best witness, that I brought no malice
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